I But her e 1 mot rehuStant bring to light, 
Charges more falſe than e er was forg'd in Hell, 
Jo read them is enough to dim your ſight, 

| Devils would bluſh ſuch falſchoods for to tell, 
But yet our judges void of ſhame and fear of God, 
A virtuous 5 Priacels wiln theſe horrid. crimes to 
| load. i 
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True, Authentie, and Particular Account of the Trial, and Con- 
demnation of the 


een of France, 
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With a Genuine Acconnt of her Behaviour, both on her Trial and at 


her Execution; In a Letter from a Gentleman in Paris, 


who was 


witneſs of the whole Bloody and Inhuman Tranſaction, to his Friend 


in this Town. 


N Strains of grief There my Tribute bring, 
And mouru the lot of an ill-fated Queen; | 
But ſorrow fills my heart while I would ling, 


My mind's o'crwheln'd, its grief can ſcarce | Here I view honour bright, with Majesty and 


ſuſtain, 


The tragedy doth fill my ſoul with grief and woe, 
My mind's with horror fill) d my eyes witht tears 


0 erſlow. 


Ve gen'rous Britons whotheſe lines may view, 


The royal Sufferer's wrongs will touch yourheart, 
The murdercrs your juſt Vengeance will purſue, 
Who acted ſuch unjuſt and trait'rous part; 
k Nay thoſe with you that of Fr ench freedom make 


70 
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their boaſt, 
Deed muſt bate, if pity” s not ; entirely loſt, 


Rebellion s in a robe of Juſtice dreſt 


And murder plac'd upon the judgment ſeat, 


While Tyrants they pretend for to deteſt, 


They daily horrid cruelties repeat; 
For their King they: ve murdered, and their 


ueen allo, 


| Yea Blood of innocents, their ſtreets doth over- 


low. 


Humanity will bluſh to read the charge, 
Againſt a virtuous Queen to blaſt ner name, 
And ſurely Britons will with me engage 
'To vindicate her much injured fame, 


Who tho' her virtuous ears were ſhock'd this 


charge to hear, 
by fear. 


But I muſt leave thele monſters to their guilt, 
and view the Royal Martyr on the ſtage, 


Smil'd at their helliſh rage with heart vnmov d 


While they triumph, in giltleſs blood hey ve 


ſpilt 
he ſufferer's actions 3 my mind engage, 


grace 


And! innocence moſt fair thine 111 the lufferer's 1 
face. 


The 8 Scaffold mounted, Me view'd with a ſmile, 


VUnmoy' d the ſeem'd and tranquil did appear, 
Look d on tue croud unmoved all the while, 
Reſign'd to fate ſhe never ſhed a tear, 

Her foul ſhe to her Saviour humbly did commit, 

And to thetraitors ſtroke her head ſhe did d ſabmir, 


Thus fell this Princeſs, o once beloy d by. all, | 


5 A ſacrifice to Rebels helliih rage, 
Tho' many lecretly lament 

That in her juſt defence dar'd not engage 

But ſhe has with her life, her lorrows all laid 


her fall, 


_ down 


| And changed for a mortal, an immortal e crown, 


But here I conclude o'er heme with gef 
| For if the murderers of this did but hear, 
My death is determined on without relief, 
While writing my heart is oppreff d with fear, 


But my f:iends do not grieve, thy I now let you 


know, 


Of the Wer that daily 1 here undergo. 


And now I have * and bid you adieu, 

And pray from all evil you may be kept free, 

But think on your friend when cheſe lines you 
view, 

That I in this place preſerved may be, | 

And can I but regain Britons bleſt happy ſhore 

Then this Blood-thirſty Nation ! ne er will lee | 
more, 


PARIS, 
October 17th, 1793. 
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